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drag my chains to the latrine. So sometimes I do my busi-
ness here, and then they beat me-----"

He paused to allow the sentry to pass. I extracted a
five lira note from my case and wrapped a few cigarettes
in it.

" Thanks ! You can throw me a matchbox even when
the sentry's looking/' he said, hiding the money. " They
don't mind our smoking . ,"

I did so.

" God, how good tobacco tastes! I've been here
eighteen months awaiting trial. They've bastinadoed me
to make me confess, but they didn't get anything out of
me. Allahu Akbar ! Allahu Akbar ! "

" Haide effendi, haide, haidS, said the sentry, thinking I
had loitered long enough.

" Your money will save me," I heard the prisoner say
before I moved off.

It didn't, unfortunately,

I thought, At eight o'clock I shall be able to buy some
food : until then I won't even try to think : I'm dizzy .. .

I found a tap, put my head under it, felt better.

While I was drying myself with my handkerchief, three
barbers appeared at the gate and stood there clapping
and clacking their strops. On hearing this sound the
prisoners not in chains rushed to the gate as if an angel
of deliverance were beating his wings. This was the occa-
sion of their weekly shave. I wrestled my way out amongst
the first half dozen to be shaved and seized not a barber,
but a passing official. He proved to be a Dog Collar
Man.

" I'm a British officer," I said, " and have been put
down here by mistake.**